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To THE 
READER: 


— 


Consciovs of the important expediency of a-right uſe 
of time, in any and every criſis of the life of man, I have 
ever ſtudied to offer ſuch motives and ſubjetts for the employ- 
ment of it, as beſt became the honor and dignity of the 
mental and the vigor and eſſentiality of the corporeal nature. 


With regard to the following tracts, I ſhall ſay but little. 
To anticipate your deciſion were indeed unbecoming, even 
under the impulſe of former ſucceſs. My intention, cor- 
reſponding with the expediency of due diffidence, in fa is, 
to ſubmit this book on its own bottom only, to the world, 


Some trivial errors have crept into it, and theſe too of a 
kind I never could have intended, On this ſcore, the Prin- 
ter will readily accept of part of the blame, though I could . 
wiſh to bear the whole weight of it myſelf, Generoſity is 
the charm of patriotiſm : forbearance, that of magnanimity: 
and rg ry is the brighteſt attribute of the brave, 


Without a claim to martial honors, I think I am patriot 
enough to applaud the generoſity which even leads to error. 
At any rate, I forgive the Printer; perſuaded at the ſame 
time that you, 3 Reader, will pardon me. WS... 
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The miſtakes I allude to being eaſily accounted for, and 
their neceſſary conſequences, in caſe of their having re- 
mained unobſerved, as eaſily obviated, I now take leave to 
mention them; with a view not only to give you ſatisfac- 
tion, but to enhance my own felicity : the latter I muſt ſuc- 


. ceed in if I am fortunate enough to accompliſh the former, 


In page 10, line 24, you read factious viſcous for faction's 
viſions. The word having ſlipt into the Printer's form, per- 
haps by inſpiration, permit me to conſtrue it rightly —Viſcous 1s 
bird- lime, and this the moſt deſtroying filly matter we yet know 
of. All forts of faction is alſo deſtroying ; but the follion of 
Pitt even more fo than bird - line itſelf ! In page 11, line 2a, 
again, you read, Virtues of ev'ry kind would gnaw the 
throne : but I defigned to render it, Vultures of every kind, 
Sc. however, even Virtue, or the.example of it, in the patriot 
Stanhope is ſaid to have diſtracted the ſovereign breaſt ! at any 
rate, a good action performed by a good man © d ſeurce of diſ- 
quietude to the vicious and preſligate. 


Having thus endeavored to convert thoſe typical inadver- 
tencies to the moſt ſimple poſſible forms, the deſign of 


SCANDALUM MAGNATUM now neceſlarily demands 
illuſtration. 


Scandalum Magnatum, or the poem ſo called, being, as is 
ſtated in the title page, an account of the inſpiration, con- 
verſion, and inſtallation, of a certain great Duke, the plan 
is thereby rendered ſomewhat obvious at firſt fight. Poets 
almoſt always adopt the circumſtances of ſome great event, 
or character and actions of ſome great perſonage, either of 
their own or ſome paſt age of the world, for the funda- 


mentals of their epics. If a perſon, he is ſtiled the hero 


if an event, the ſubject—of the poem. His Grace of Port- 
land 


3 
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land is my hero. Hence the machinery, ebdmplex as it ne- 
ceſſarily is, is ſelocted from the Cabinets of Arittoerary. 


Conſaquent den the invocation and propoſition is an attempt to 
delineate the true character of a Party Patriot, ſuccreded by a 
neceſſary reference to the ſources and fountain of our preſent 
political evils, Out of this latter topic ariſes the idtu of the 
Jame celebrate Duke being aptly formed to become Prime Miniſ- 
ter to the Royal Scullion : fill exiſting in the charabtir of his 
patriot graca throughout great part of the ſequel of the Poem. 
Poriland, long accuſtomed to have his name made the bane of 
int riguing parties, at length diſcovers that tven Pitt ſecks to 
enwrap his billions ſelf under the common plate ſubterfuge of 
his graceful name. This indutes the Duke to fend his truſty 
black emifſaty to the K-«g's Slaughter-houſe in Downing rect, 
in order to his trdting the Sum aid for War and Rupint Ad- 


vocates, In the abſence of this ſcout ¶ poetically called Tab) is 


introduced a piftureſque ſcent in the King's Cloſet at Whitehall. 
This opens with 4 conciſe delineation of the tharatltrs of the 
royal children, and a brief EULOGIUM on their royal Father, 
Towards the middle of the canvaſs, however, the members of the 
Cabinet Coancil appear, and warm and intereſting debates enſue, 
By way of epiſode, the real object and conduft of the preſent 
Mar now are infifted on; But Mangfidld, who is Prefident of 
the Junto, developes the actual object of this extraordinary meet- 
ing, Hereupon debates of ftill a warmer nature ariſe, Some 
are attached, ſome inimical, to the perſon, character, and intereſt, 
of the Duke : nevertheleſs the Pittites in this, as in all other 
known caſes, ultimately ſucceed, Triumphantly ſetting out, 
with a vitw 60 convert our herd, the command of tht 'embaſſy 
devolves to the celebrated Pepper Arden, Rather than commence 
a bombardment, Pitt, before the action, determints that Popper 
{now Bear fall «fſail Portland {now Hog) in the language 
of royalty, An intereſling conferenct leiten the Scout and the 
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Patriot ſucceeds hereunto, The Hog ſpurns the pole- cat friend- 


ip of the Bear and his delinquent coadjutors. Starting vehe- 


mently from his entrenchments to the enemy's camp, the Hog now 
"hails his celebrated and once intrepid Whig partner, who at- 
'tempts, though in vain, to new-fangle our hero. A Battle en- 
ſues. The Ariſtocracy is driven off the field with confiderable 
boſs of pride, Hog purſues, Bear and that party take fhelter 
in a wood. Are about to commence a war upon themſelves ; but 


Tab, the Hog's black emiſſary, makes his appearance, The 


Bear, who ts the Scout of the beſieging army, is ſent to intercept 


and ſeize him. Tab violently refiſts. General Jenkinſon and 


Aid- de- Camp Canning are diſpatched by way of reinforcement, 
Tab is ſubdued, converted, and exalted, A ſecond council is 
ſummoned, which ends with a propoſal on the part of Cann-ng 


to go to the Hog, newly functioned, diſguiſed in Tab's clothes ; 


blackens his face and proceeds, Here Part the Firſt concludes, | 


Part the Second is occupied with the ſpeeches and adventures 
of Cann-ng and the Duke. Terminates with the converfion, 
Sc. of his Grace, who now is appointed Premier to the Cook ! 


Conceiving Multum in Nullo, and the additional Piece, 
only require to be read to comprehend their deſign, I beg 
leave to be filent concerning them; preferring rather to 
hurry into a new and digreſſive ſcene of things. Thus 
occupy the remainder of this and the following pages with 
ſuch ſuitable obſervations as I am able to make on the pre- 
ſent ſtate of our political exiſtence. | 


——_ 


Tyranny ! Famine ! Ruin! 


ENOUGH is known of the hiſtory of nations to enable 
the living to pronounce juſt judgments concerning the mo- 
ral actions of the dead, and empires have been riſing and 
8 5 falling 
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falling in the ſcale of human celebrity, ever ſince the firſt or- 


ganization of perſonal rights and the conſtitution of ſove- 
reign congregated power, Individuals have likewiſe ſhared 


Portions of individual fame and ignominy alternately. The 


one perhaps the iſſues of pregnated adulation, the other, 
thoſe of haughty ſuperſtition. Authors too have lived years 
in repute, but died neglected. Such the prevalence, the 


force of prejudice, and ſuch of error. Indeed theſe revolu- 


tions in mens ſentiments ſeem to be the inevitable conſe- 
quences, as it were, of advancement in {cientific knowledge. 
So that there is the deſpotiſm of the ſchool and the Ry, 
as well as that of the . and the ſword. | | 

In proportion therefore as civilization, or that refinement of 
human invention which invelopes the natural in the artificial, 
and the magnanimous in the revengeful man, predominates, 


ſo unintelligible and unreaſonable theory increaſes ;| which, 


while it abſorbs the intellectual, -nullifies the animal exer- 
tions of literary man. Theory of Art and of Science can be 
of utility to a community only in preportion as its abſolute 
intelligibility renders its practical advantages eaſy of attain- 
ment, Yet Theories either of deſpotic Governments or 
injudicious Wars are reducible to praftice almoſt that in- 
ſtant the ſpeculatiſt has publiſhed his ſentiments. And this 
may be accounted for in the 3 manner. 


Comparing fact with 628 and men with their profeſſions, 
we hurry into the elements of their reſpective agents, and 
inveſtigate the neceſſary iuducement to act conjointly with 
the neceſſary and produced reſults of action. Thus the 
actual motives, the ſprings of life, are retraced, and, taking 


care to contradiſtinguiſh effects and cauſes, Truth and Juſtice. 


will ultimately prevail. Either this, or the deſpotiſm of 
royal VIRTUE !- ; ' 
Now, 


(708-7) 


Now, that King who delights in War more than Human» 
ity ; in Gold more than Virtue in the torpor of unſociable 
dignity more than the felicitous community of upright man, 
is formed to be the engine of deſpotic theory, Under his 
influence neither Morality nor Religion can flouriſh. Virtue 
cannot be generally cultivated but by a general ſuſpenſion of 
Liberty, nor the intereſts of the latter promoted but by 


ſubmitting all manner of property to the banditti controul 


of his avaricious Will! So that a people who yoke the 
inclement ſway of a deſpot Monarch, muſt ſurrender their 
Liberties to enjoy their Virtues, and either renounce their 
deſcended and acquired poſſeſſions or be for ever enſlaved, 
Neceſſarily thoſe conſequences muſt be apprehended, be- 


- Cauſe only Injuſtice can reign in the dominions of a tyrant 


King. So ſoon, therefore, as the views of the Court lead 
to the envaſſalment of the People, the theories of perſecu- 
tion and proſcription obtain life and motion ; and the man 
who writes to vindicate the meaſures of oppreſſive dignitaries 
is careſſed and exalted, while the advocates of Truth periſh 
obliviouſly : only diſtinguiſhable. from the reſt of mankind 
by the foulneſs of the obloquy which malignant 1 
attaches to their names. 


+ 

Grounding our deciſions on the living monuments of theſe 
facts, it will now, I truſt, be conceded to me, that THE- 
ORIES OF DESPOTIC GOVERNMENTS or IN ]U- 
DICIOUS WARS, are reduceable to practice almoſt that 
inſtant the ſpeculatiſt has publiſhed his ſentiments, Take 
an inſtance. | 


A Parliament is convoked early in the winter of any year, 
and ſanguine hopes are entertained of immediate legiſlative 
exertions to relieve a ſighing people from exiſting calamities 
and impending dangers. The people indeed may be in a 
ſtate 
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(1 | 
ſtate of progreſſive ſtarvation—nay, ſuppoſe a famine is ap- 
prehended, This ſeſſions of Parliament then enter upon 
political life under ſolemn engagements to employ. every 
means in their power to avert the growing ſtorm. The 
queſtion of BREAD, or NO BREAD, is agitated, and 8 
man, who is ſtiled Prime Servant of the Crown, demands 
the inſtant co-operation of not only his adherents, but his 
opponents, A committee of the whole is ſelected. They 
even proceed to buſineſs, and an ultimatum is announced - 


WE SHALL OPEN THE PORTS OF GREAT BRI- 


TAIN FOR THE FREE IMPORTATION OF FO- 
REIGN CORN! 


The wants of the people till increaſing, complaints are 
heard to reverberate from county to county, and from land's 
end to land's end, But neither the foreign and home grown 
corn already in the granaries of the Executive Governor, or 
the expected corn of foreign countries, appear to ſupply the 
ſcareity. But on the contrary i the Parliament and theMiniſter 
are employed in framing, vindicating and confirming a poſitive 
law, in poſitive violation of the liberties of the people. A 
Convention Bill! which has for its object the total deſtruc- 


tion of Engliſh liberty, is introduced into a place called the 


Lords' Houſe of Parliament. Reflect a moment! 


Oh, my country, my fellow men, England, Europe 
inhabited Earth! where thy pride, where thy ſupremacy, 
where that attribute of human ſoul—Reaſon ! Alas! Reaſon 
is now no more. Sunk into vice, and inveloped in corrup- 
tion, all England—to a man—we are guilty of treaſon againſt 
the ETERNAL GOD OF WORLDS. Nature ſmiles up- 
on us, but we heed her not. She caſts her charms on the 
returning morning, but we regard them not. Her blooming 
fields pregnate for our nouriſhment and delight, but we 

| ſuffer 


( viii ) 

ſuffer dogs and keepers of dogs to deſpoliate and conſume 
her bliſsful productions. Again, Oh my country! again: 
liſten to the voice of Humanity, of Reaſon, and of Juſtice 
DEMAND, my brave countrymen! your property and 
your rights, thus now monopolized and ſuſpended: together 
with the peace and happineſs of Europe! Be free as you 
are loyal, and know that thoſe who thus would annihilate 
your liberties, and deſtroy your country, were themſelves 
the agents in the miſcreant buſineſs of the 29th of October 
laſt. | Yes! WILLIAM PITT agitated the commotion, 


either directly or indirectly. For the WAR is the latent, 


the FAMINE the immediate ſource of the inevitable diſ- 
loyalty of the Britons of that day. Diſloyalty, did I call 
it Be it known! Actions, not men, intereſt the honeſt 
and the virtuous. A King might be a traitor to his Country, 


as well as a Country traitor to a King. Perjury is a. crime, 
even in a KING! 


Now remember, I beſeech you, my fellow men, That 
PITT SHALL DESTROY ENGLAND, or, vice verſa, 
ENGLAND SHALL DESTROY PITT !!! 2 


That IT IS THE PEOPLE, NOT THE PARLIA- 
MENT, WHO CONSTITUTE SOVEREIGNTY.  » 


8 1 
Inner Temple, 


Monday, Nov; 9, 1795. 
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Of thoſe who cauſe who actuate diſtreſs; 


SCANDALUM MACNA TUM, 


GRACEFUL APOSTATE. 
A POEM. 


PART I. 


2 79] ſtateſman, ev'ry zealot, tries we 
To tear the proofs of Reaſon from our eyes. .- 
A. M. L. | > 

E— | % 


How private worth and public zeal, combin'd, 
Adorn the annals of a patriot mind; | | | 
How truth and virtue awfully unite, 

In what is candid, affable, and right ; | 
Once were my theme: But, ah ! my penſive Muſe ! | F 
Now every day abounds with different views. 1 
Freedom and Truth, together or alone, 
Now ſpurn the clemency of Britain's throne : | 
While venal rank, perfidiouſly inert, | 
Wounds ev'ry tender feeling of the heart. { = 


Hail, free-born Muſe ! thy dauntleſs thoughts expreſs, 


B ”T is 


"Tis always uſeful, ever right, to know 

| Who is a friend, and who a latent foe ; 

For, tho* by ſymptoms men can often trace * 
The ſource that animates a cheerful face, * 
Seldom that hauteur ſullen Patriots ſhow, 

Admits our ſearching deeper than the brow. 

Here ev'ry ray—here ev'ry charm of truth, 

And filiab ſympathy, that glows in youth, 

For ever ſet: in one ſad volume here 

Hope ſeals the ſage ſagacious ſenſe of fear. 

No more his arm—his energy no more, 

Daunts the dire monſter prowling in our gore; 

But goads his Country.: while that dread of ſhame, 
Once known to mingle with his love of fame, 

Is loſt in proud and apathetic ſleep, £ 

He cannot (if he would) ſigh, ſmile, or weep. | 
E'en ſo the man of whom I now ſhall ſing.— J 
(In thought and manner not unlike the King !) | 


There is a faculty of pow'r, we know, 
Whence juſt diſtinctions neceſſar'ly flow; 
Another, whence the inverſe is a law 
Yea! this flows freely as Saint George's Spa: 
From its crude fount the million penſion rolls, 
That direful prodigy which ſtarves poor ſouls ! 
Venally trite, its ſource meand'ring flows, 
And ſwells the coffers of our Country's foes : 
Some feaſt in Hanover, at Berlin ſome— 

A few have lately been amuſed at home. 
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(Now giand prime miniſter to Geordy's Cook) 
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THE GRACEFUL APOSTATE- 3 


Indignant ence of what the world call pow'r ; 

Honeſt, tho' ſtupid ; proud, tho' very poor; 

Abſorbed in deep, but ſyſtematic thought, 

One morning—wond'ring, read“ His Grace is bought 1 
It was not ſo: yet, willing that it ſhould, 

He ſent to know the market- price of Blood 
How Wind-ham ſold - the fi um for Wedder-burn, 
A famous roaſting piece—quite light—to turn 


A 


Meanwhile the father of the Engliſh name, 
(A mighty miracle of party fame!) 
Divinely aw'd, and royally impreſs'd, 
Proclaim'd the mighty groanings of his breaſt. 
In panting accents words of wrath proceed 
From the huge Proto of the milky ſteed: 
His ſons around. The wond'ring children (yet 
Untaught in Wiſdom—never prone to Wit!) 
Sigh'd to be gone. Oh, what a ſcene of guilt ! 
What blood, what treaſure in that name is ſpilt ! 
Each parting hour, by day, by night, we feel 
The cauſeleſs horrors of his ſanguine ſteel, 
Increaſing floth and human grandeur join ; 
We drink cold water, while they bathe in wine, 


Impotent race ! ah, ſons of Britons, ye 
Who boaſt the native right of being free ; 
Thus can behold, thus animate a ſcene 
Only replete with miſery and pain; 
Thus quietly hear the warlike ſummons giv'n, 
While worth and merit to the ſtreets are driv'n : 
To you I ſpeak ! The woods and dales may glow, 
Ang Ceres wield her titualry bow, 
B 2 


4 SCAN- MAG. OR, 


Pl liften not: ſuch airy proſpects clole, 
In ſoft endearments and ſupine, repoſe z _ 
Give me to rouſe and vigorate the ſoul-— 
(I glory in the triumph of a whole). 
For this, for this alone, I live and write: - 
Who, to be free, can heſitate to fight? 
Yet, who would combat, merely to be made, 
Arms, neck, and ſhoulders, to an ermin'd head ? 


Hail now the Sage (dread cauſticated brain !) 
His haughty ſcout, and ever-murth'rous train, 
In council met—the fell campaign to cloſe, 
And rail againſt the ardor of their foes. 


Thus then the King“ My noble Lords, I have 
View'd, with diſmay, the trophies of the grave. 
No moral rage, no holy zeal, can riſe 
Above the wrath that in my boſom lies. 
With ſcorn I view I contemplate the hoſt, 
Who dare who threaten our impaſſive coaſt: 
Dread lawleſs men, withhold ! the Britiſh name 
(Now long triumphant on the liſt of fame) 
Soon ſhall repel, ſoon ſubjugate your rage, 
Impotent maſters of a venal age ! 
Who can withſtand the fury of ny boy 7* 
None, none ſe warlike of the ſons of Troy. 
His early life, the temper of his heart, 
Spurns ev'ry futile horror of the dart: 
Wiſdom and truth enlighten our deſign, 
While tend'rous laurels round his eye-brows twine ! 


* This muſt allude to the immortal Field-Marſhal ! 


Gods! 
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THE GRACEFUL APOSTATE. 5 


Gods! muſt we yield? Shall Britain's ſons ſubmit?ꝰ | | 
« No! No! moſt potent ſov'reign,” anſwers Pitt. | 1 
« Did all beſide abandon, I'II forego * 
The wayward vengeance of the haughty foe, _ 7 1 
So long as life meanders thro* my veins, 1 
4 That hulks, can float, and Newgate groans in chains, 7 
| That brother John and couſin Will exift— | 


So long, by G-d! as Crimps can men enliſt— 
\ To the laſt drop—while pounds, while pence remain— 
1 (What do I care about the numbers ſlain?) 
J Yes ! to deſtruction--if it muſt be ſo, | BE 
To fave our liege, my friends and I ſhall go. In”) ol 
Fox, Grey, and North, may vilify, may plead, 1 4 
1 Our Better meaſures, and the flumb'ring dead, 4 
1 Rail againſt B--ke, een mortify ourſelf; 
N Blut our eternal anſwer is---* You Elf!“ 
1 They murmur, argue, calculate, and then 
4 Inveigh our ſubſidies to honeſt men. 
© Men who ſo wiſe, ſo gen'rous have been.“ 
« Poh ! we in office know what vauntings mean,” 
Remark'd ſage M-nsfi--1d : who proceeded next 
To ſhew how firm the wond'rous tribe are fix'd 
In every dread, in every impious plan, 
That can annoy the liberties of man. 
Thus ſpake that Lord---< Almighty, holy liege! 
Father of mercy | God of Dunkirk ſiege | 
Bleſs of Old England! Curſe of venal Trade! 
Great Proto Typo of the duſty ſpade! 
Sign of our fathers! Emblem cf the grave! 
Sword of the Free, and Captain of the Slave! 
Only wiſe judge of merit, not of wrong, 
For crimes to royalty cannot belong! 
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Maſter of Britons! Prince of ev'ry thing ! 

Not any man—becauſe thou art—a King! 
Oh, All in All 1 I ſerve, I ſerve: to keep 

The active nation in a conſtant ſteep, 

I cloſe their eyes---at any rate, I try 

To foothe thy loyal ſubjects with---A LIE!» 
That thou alone art wiſe, and juſt, and good, 
Nor tak'th delight in ſpilling human blood: 
Deſcribing War as mercifully meant, 

To make great ſinners tremble and repent. 

Oh! could my ſoul abforb our home-born foes, 
Could I but ſnuff them hither to my noſe! 
Their vital unctions and terrific mien, 

That lukewarm freedom which impels their ſpleen, 
Should all be cruſh'd---all imbu'd at our ſhrine! 
I'd fend them, knapfack'd, to the very Rhine. 
E'en St-nh-pe's felf, that lordly, fooliſh cit, 
Here ſhould receive the facrament from---Pitt.+ 
Heav'ns; how vaſt, how emulating vaſt, 

The preſent Senate How inert the laſt! 

To have a root of every ſort and kind, 

We want brave P--tl--d, of ſubvertive mind: 


He may be won.“ 4 But how ?”---obſery'd the King. 
« My liege, ſaid Mansf--1d, © ſhoot him on the wing ! 


---Now years devoted to the Whiggite caufe, 
A ſtern oppoſer of intemp' rate laws: 

Much of his wealth, indeed, his pride of heart, 
Has been exhauſted to ſupport his part. 


* What amphibious Arabians we ftar-gazers are! 


+ Happy is it for the dauntleſs patriot alluded to that his fellow cits glory in 


truth - that no ſcandal can alter their admiration of his integrity. 
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Who aid the wreck need only ſhare the ſpoil: 
I know his Grace was never wont to toil | 
Make him Aſſiſtant-Augurer of State; 


Nor think ten thouſand, with a Set of Plate, 


Too much: nay, patronize his child: 

"They'll grow moſt active members.” George here bald. 
No wonder, gaping reader, not at all | 

For Maſter Mansf--1d, now at Oxford Hall, : 
Receives ſeven thouſand pounds a year, to buy 
Silken balloons and paper kites, that fly, 

And ſpin their twenty-guinea drag-tails in the ſky ! 

« My Prince,” continues Mansf--ld, © ſuch a ſcheme 
Would well ſucceed, nor ſubject him to blame.” 
But then,” cries L--ghb-r--gh, © hqw move, to fix 
The ſpinal arrow in his coach and fix ? 

Once I could play the ever-winning game; 

Such now would be an ever endleſs ſhame. 

*T were vain, ſurpaſſing vain, to argue now 

Without a ſword, an arrow, and a bow : 

A coral ſpume inveſts his maſſy ſides ; 

Like a grim Boar he "croſs the valley ſtrides. 
Befiege we muſt ; and which (like ev'ry war) 

Will need the {plendor of a twilight ſtar,” 


« Hail!” (began B-rke) no mortal dare, again, 

Attack ſo many heroes of the pen, 
Of wit ſuperior and judgments clear, 
, Whoſe warlike triumphs op'd a warlike year; 
Whoſe om'nous ſtanzas glad a world in arms, 
While canting patriots create their own alarms, 

---Corrupted World l. What! are thy Pontiffs thus 
Involv'd in error, in an ever curſe? 


Muſt 


8 
Muſt all degrees to envy give the ſway ? 

Are the ſtarv'd clouds to beggar happy day? 4 
No thoſe are Cyclops of a moonlight night, 
Nocturnal ſhadows of nocturnal light; © 

Zones which expire as day inhales the ſky, 

And, in expiring, fun the vulgar eye! 

Yes! dire events might teach us how tv dread 
The factious troop that modern ſyſtems plead, 

Nor fill the brave with ſtigmas of deſign 

To take our rights; for thro” their councils ſhine 
Unerring truths. Nay, to our King we owe © 

The laws we prize, and all the good we know ! 

- Incarnate writers, cab'llers of a day, 

Like ſportive tigers, at all miſchief play: 

A venal zeal diſtracts the adult ſoul--- 

They brood, in vengeance, o'er the acrid bowl: 
(Without a right, a hope of being free) 

In all known points thoſe Jugglers agree. 

Who, who can venerate, who iſſue join, 

With the low orders of the lower. ſwine ? 

Barter with Paine, with innovating Muir, 

For laws and liberties now paſt---all cure! 

I would not, nay, I cannot, for my life, 

Move thoſe dread pillars of eternal ftrife ; 

And, ſhalt thou conjugate with wily John ? 

He'll ſurely kick his ſov'reign from the throne! 
Hold me, or I ſhall fly: I'Il ſtab Tom Paine; 
For, if he live, he'll write and——”---< Turn your brain;“ 
Exclaim'd ſhrewd Grenville ; who, in fewer words, 
Thus ſpoke to Majeſty and all the Lords. 
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« How- 


1 THE GRACEFUL APOSTATE: 9 
«= Howe'er the fire, the raptures of my friend, 
May have involv'd him in the latter end; 

"Y Parts of his ſpeech immortal truths convey : 
We have not loſt one farthing by his pay! 

He loves your Majeſty---Yet I, « Gd Bleſs you 1” 
* Muſtdiffer with him on the point at iſſue. | 
The fact, my Lords, is fully underſtood; 

Our views run counter with the public good: 
Port- d is bound by oaths of moral weight: 
Hence muſt be taught that what is wrong is right. 
Witch noble Mansf---d I agree: and think 
Taue chain imperfect, without ſuch a link: 
Cabals, I own, excite a deep regret; 

But, we have docile Judges in the ſtate : 

Muir, and that hoard, have vaniſh'd: yet, we find 
Hardly a murmur in the public mind. 

Whenever Bribe and Enmity unite, * 

Vain all the efforts of malignant ſpite! 

There is no ardor, no deſcended pride, 

No honeſt man to be a public guide; 

For fools and wiſe men in quaint Council meet, | 
And ſigh to think of Newgate or the Fleet. | 
Still ſuch as P-rtl--d, St-n--pe, and ſome more, | 
Might urge fell Liberty from ſhore to ſhore: 

We cannot Ruff the Earl, but may the Duke, } 
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His party ever wanton as they look, 
Adore thoſe ſigns which deify Red. Book. 
Sophiſtic railers, if they do traduce, 
Can e'en be purchaſed for another uſe, 
Sometimes, indeed, they periſh in diſguiſe; 
Down ſinks their fame, when up the ſpirit flies“ 
8 e 
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What can reſiſt the energy of gold ? 

It ſoothes the ireful, and indaunts the bold: 

Or, if a few againſt Our Will rebel, wy | 

We'll drive them, murm'ring, to their native hell, 

Toote all that ſide, I think, a party tool: | 

We've purchas'd Gibbs, and Erſkine is a fool! 
7 A vaunting gaudy Orator, who brings 

„ The Smithfield jargon to the ear of Kings. 

NI Equal clangor, equal Fame might raiſe, 
Amid the huſtings of a vulgar praiſe. 
Too low to imitate, moſt baſe to try; 
Too mean for poets, and for wits too dry: 
Now! why this pauſe: why heſitate to join? 
Long live the fountain of our bread and wine !” 
He ſighing ſaid. Great Moira here began: 

| Amaz'd at that, but more amaz'd at man. 

His Lordſhip thus: * As wand'rers in a wood 
Follow the murmurs of the trackleſs flood, 

So Pride, perturbing 'midſt the maze of life, 
Roams through dark chaos and eternal ftrife : 
(Unhappy Beings !) like thoſe reformers run, 

Blind and more blind, as fools who gaze the ſun. 
Like theſe the P-rtl-nds, for the ſake of gain, 
Delight in factious viſcous: but vain 

Their efforts, all their pleadings vain. 

Spleen, not zeal, indites their pithleſs heads, 
And, through the piece, to Pride and Envy leads : 
Reproof to ſuch is like a goal to ſome ; 

Prevents the terrors of a war at home. 
Wherefore, my. Liege, diſmiſs the meanleſs plea: 
(Ye Gods ! may Britons triumph on the ſea!) 
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The Monarch will my moral eye attend: 


Nor birth, nor title, to mean things deſcend. 
The anſwer to the whole is briefly this— - 
Angels inhale us from their ſeat of bliſs 1”? 


Then thus _ Pitt cis as he ang) 
« My liege! how ſonorous brave Moira's tongue: 
His ſmiles and graces, like Aurora's wand, 
Charm from pollution the devoted Strand! 
Nay, as he ſpake, e'en rage was taught to ſhun 
The ſtains of Winter, freezing in the ſun; 
In filence awful, and in ſpeech ferene, 
His willow-windings cheer the troublous ſcene. 
And this for you.— Ah! ever potent Sire, 
We merely live thy glory to admire! 
To wage thy battles ; to direct thy laws; 
Cruſh ev'ry zealot in the People's cauſe ! * 
Subdue the French }—a' nation, all the ſhape 
Of creeping frogs, whom larger bodies ape! 
Zounds! who can bend—who ſubjugate the knee, 
At the dice ſhrine of Gallic Liberty ? | 
Did Britons parly, ſue for peace, e' en groan ? 
Virtues of ev'ry kind would gnaw the throne. 
Our only hope and ſafety is—His Grace! 
We do not war to ſave the Capet race 
None quite ſo blind but muſt perceive we ſeek 
To arm ourſelves againſt the poor and weak ! 
Surely your Majeſty (if not divine) 
Is the right Umpire of the Stewart line. 
They never knew (indeed no Monarch can) 
What F reedom is, or what the Rights of Man 

C 2 


— This 


12 AN. MAG. OR, $ 


—This war, my liege perpetuates your Crown: - 
The French — ſome Engli , ſtrive to kick it down ! 
We will have Portland,” George here ſigh'd and ſaid, 
« My ſtomach aches; I muſt go home to—Bed !” 

No, loyal reader—no ! the Dinner-Cloth was laid ! 
(Alas! how eaſy to deceive a ſotl). 

He left their lordſhips to atchieve the plot. 


*T was now the Bear, a yelping, loyal brute, 
(The famous Pepper) of cribbetic ſnout, 
Rode by King William, in the pride of ſtate, 
And follow'd by proud columns of the great, 
Sat out to hunt our Patriotic Hog. 
Methinks I ſee him parry with the Dog! 


Near Tyburn heights, where ſcaffolds once were known, 
The Scouts of Empire heard the Whiggite groan. 
| . Thither they bound, elated to behold _ | | 
5 The rays profuſive of deſpotic gold: 
Willing that words, not ſword-blades, ſhould prevail, 
(Now full in view) the mighty hoſt Gy hail. 


« Moſt * Hog (began the Bear) I come 
With glad, glad tidings from your friends at home: 
Lough' and ſage Windham have conjoin'd with Pitt, 
: | And all we want is—Terror and ſome Wit! 
Thy lordly ſelf his Majeſty now greets: 
(Sure you no longer with to rake the ſtreets :*) 
Our high-born leader, of almighty mind, 
Not leſs reſpects you as a worthy friend! 
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Whate'er he can, to meliorate, be II do: 

All have the utmoſt confidence in you!“ me 

So ſaid the bear. Meanwhile the corps advance, 

Fierce, grim, and haughty, as the troops' of France! 

But not their ire, not all their art, could fix 

« The Spinal Arrow in the Coach and Six. 

Groans ſwell the wind; the valleys groan in turn: 

Now left, now right they angle; now return 13 

A few ſhort paces. Never was a ſcene | 

So like the avenue to Old Cock Lane !* 

Confus'd, yet ſullen ; angry, but ſlow; 

On either ſide they durſt not ſtrike a blow. 

At length proud Windham, entering the ground, 

In doleful ſilence caſts his eyes around: 

His once dear friend, the ſolace of his life, 

(Who oft had ſhielded him in party ſtriſe) 

Now rears the Standard of an injur'd Cauſe; 

Written on which, in Golden-Letters, was i 

« DOWN WITH THE VOLUME OF OP- þ- | 
« PRESSIVE LAWS!” 


« Down with the Hog!“ the haughty nation cry, | 
Down with him! Down! re-echo'd thro? the ſky. [ 
Now glitt'ring ſpears, impetuous combat now, WIE" 
Fir'd ev'ry breaſt, and gladden'd ey'ry brow. _ 

Their potent Chief (whoſe Newlands fill the foul, 
While lucid tranſports deck the ardent bowl) | 
Here flung a dart: the griſly Hog now draws 

His eager breath, and opes his ſanguine jaws. 
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Now Battle roars, now clangors fill the air, 
Now ev'ry tongue is furniſh'd with—a Snare! 
But vain their arts, all human efforts vain: 
He's yet inſenſible to love of gain, 

Tho' angry troops aſſail his ſoul of pride, 
And aim huge golden arrows at his ſide. 3 
Theſe he repels: and, ruſhing to the field, oY 
Wide ſpreads his talons, and high lifts his ſhield : 1 
Elen Death bends, trembling, on his maſſy bow, 9 
While his dire looks intimidate the foe. 


Willing to ſave the children of the great, 
The martial chief here ſounds a ſlow retreat. 


As fome vain female, who miſtakes her ove, N 
Invokes the ſacred Majeſty of Jove | 1 
To watch her ſteps, her future life to guide, 
(Still wiſhing from her ſoul to be a bride) | 
Shall glow with joy when any one is near, No 
To ſhew her contempt of ignoble fear : 

So the pale youths went trembling along, 
Borne on the airy ſhoulders of a fong ! 

Pale and aghaſt they ruſh into the wood, 
While, in the rear, the Stoiniſb Prince purſu'd. 
Too proud to yield, too ſanguine to repel 

His foes ; he felt, he gloried i in the PEI weal, 


Not fo, the haughty e corps 
Of gold-lace rebels, who approach our ſhore, 
Protect the laws: not ſo; their Country ſhield 
From the dire horrors of the reeking field; 


Rather 
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3 Rather they glory in ignoble ftrife, 
1 And wreck the comforts of domeſtic life: 
While groaning victims crowd the fertile glibe, 
And whom they cannot conquer, kill by bribe! 
1 Such, ſuch the practice of that ſanguine EIf, 
qF Who bribes the Country to deſtroy—herſelf: 


1 But, ah! how few, how very few, attend 
i To the true duties of an upright friend! 
4 No, not that man whom honor ſeem'd to fire 


3 With juſt contempt of ev'ry low deſire : 
„ His angry yell but favor'd the deſign | 
; Of the grand maſter of the Golden-Swine! 


Deep in the wood, remote from vulgar eye, 
% Under the covert of a louring ſky, 
9 The aug'rous hoſt now prematurely halt: 
It was, to cenſure who was moſt in fault! 
But ere the Pratdr the loud taſk began, 
At diſtance roſe an object like a man. 
N Swift *croſs the lawn, with gazing eyes, the Scout 
Now bends, exulting, to remove all doubt. 
1 Ob, how his ſoul, his panting ſoul, expands! 
1 He graſps the ſtranger faſt with both his hands. 4 
3 Poor grunting Tab, beyond his ſtrength thus borne, 1 | 4 
4 Groan'd as if all his body was one corn = 
He figh'd, he murmur'd to be gone: & For ſure ; q 
My noble Maſter elſe will bolt his door : | 
I cannot have his favor if I fly. 
Home I ſhall go: or here I'll fight and die!“ bf 
Said the brave Trumpeter. But all hereon 
Howl to be ſent to amputate the bone. 
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1 A bone of conteſt Tabby prov'd, alas ! 9 
IS They gave him gold: he turn'd=—a perfect afs ! a bh 
, | This venal Pimp was ſent to know the ſum 0 
Paid Will--m W-ndh-m for his brazen hum! 1 
| ' Moſt holy hum! it ticks in ev'ry throat, J 
\ Deriv'd of Adam and his grand-child Lot : F 
{ ; This was a pillar, that a horned * Cub, "i 
| And Both conceal'd their candles in a tub: 2 
| They might have light, but would not, for their eyes 3 
Grew firm and docile in a mean diſguiſe. NF 
| | Adam was blind to Reaſon, not to things, 1 
His child (Will. Windham) is the ſlave of Kings ! 5 
| But to return. Arch Tabby now is taught 
* | How to be wiſe without—a grain of thought. « 
4 © Rob what you can, and lie for what you will; 
N Be ſometimes active, ſometimes fit quite ſtill; 
» = Humor all ſides, all ſorts of people pleaſe ; 
E | Seem plain and honeſt, doing things with caſe: | 
4 i x Shrink from no duty, ev'ry ſummons bear; + { 
N 1 Care little for a box on either ear: x | 
Fill And when addreſs'd to mitigate offence, 1 
N Fix moſt attention on the pounds and pence: 4 | 
. So may your fortune ſpeedily be made. 1 
| The inſtant that is done you may uplift your head. 7 
Inſtructed thus in all the ways, the means, 4 
Of being uſeful to our Kings and Queens, } 


* It is ſincerely hoped (by the lovers of Chriſtianity) that the author does F 
not here mean to ſay that Adam was a Cuckold! 3 


No 
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No moral tie, no abſolute decree, | 
Not love of Virtue or of Liberty, 


Could ſwerve his mind: indeed the view was ſuch, 
He never thought the ſacrifice too much; 

Wholly devoted, wholly bound to Pitt, 

Whate'er is order'd ſeems the thing moſt fit, 


175 


i | 
Meanwhile the Chief, and thoſe within the wood, 


Awfully ſage, in doubtful filence ſtood ; 
For, ere wry Pepper wryer Tab aſſail'd, 
The ſun his rays in vernal night had veil'd: 


Never a friend of Virtue, never known 


To ſhield fair Truth, however found alone: 
No moral duty, no paternal love, 


No dread of wrath or anger from above, 


E'er aw'd, e er daunted the inductive Chief; 
He opes his arms to ev'ry Rogue and Thief: 
Vice, in his Court, eſteem and honor found, 
While the poor Sailor welters in his wound; 
Invelop'd Nature pleads her wants in vain, 


While bleak North-winds annoy the modeſt ſwain. 


But now the Scout, return'd and out of breath, 
For he had wander'd much acroſs the heath) 
His wond'rous conqueſt, ever wond'rous Tab! 


(Subdu'd without a parry or a ſtab) 
Brought to the ground. Vindictive Ca------g here 


Drew cords of grace thro' convert Wilber's ear: 
Afric's good Judge, to titilation prone, 
Inſtead of braying gave a ſilent moan; 
E'en Caan Mansf--1d could not, would not bray, 


Till the Chief open'd in the 


uſual way. 
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« Moſt wiſe, moſt upright, moſt immortal Lords, 
Who do not merely ſpeak, but uſe your ſwords, 
You I congratulate z to you I owe 

This nameleſs conqueſt o'er that haughty foe : 
But how to form, to conſtitute our right, 

And uſe his weapons in a future hght, 

We next muſt ſtudy. I ſhall not ſuggeſt 


My thoughts, till you have fix'd the plan“ you think is beſt :” 


Spake wary Pitt. Now Wilb-rf-rce began 

To ſcan hrs thoughts, and ruminate ſome plan. 
Beguiling thus: * As for myſelf, I have 

A black affection for a negro ſlave, 

Yet, in this criſis, this alarming juncture, 

I think it lawful to give Tab ſome tincture : 
Which, while it nulls his ſenſe, may arm his mind 
Then ſend him ſtagg”ring to his worthy friend: 
Careful meanwhile his hollow brain to fill 
With ſuch elixirs as corrupt the will. 

None ſo entirely ſubjugates mankind 

As the calm ſage who ſeems, but is not, kind: 
And, tho” grim Tab is certainly a fot, 

Expound the riddle, he'll make out the plot.” 
The wiſe man ſaid. Next Can-g, venal youth 
(Nurs'd in low ſcandal and contempt of truth) 
Auſterely roſe. * My noble Lords, (faid he) 
Man has no right in nature to be free: 

Such who contend from obſolete firſt laws, 
Think not on what earth is, but what it was; 
Adam and Eve were, mult have been, content 
To ſin, becauſe—they were permitted to repent : 


No man could better conceal his ignorance than the Premier has done on 


this occaGon,— Zxpound the riddle, I' tell you the plot 
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England, like Eden, by her fins muſt fall ; 


The King alone is good among us all! 


We by his grace munificently live; 

Adam rebell'd, but We all honour give: 

Only ourſelves need occupy our mind, 

The reſt are as the echoes of the wind, 

Loud, but ſoon ſtill'd: upon themſelves they turn, 
And with fond jealouſy eternal burn. 

Soon as our word vociferates abroad, 

As our great Monarch condeſcends to nod, 

All things are huſh'd ; low murmurs fill the ſky, 
And who ſubmit not, in an inftant—die ! 

Say, ſhall we tremble—we the loyal band? 


Do we forget the Reevites and the Strand ? 


Have we forgot our victory o'er Tooke ? 


What! ſtill think highly of ſo poor a Duke?“ — 


* Hold, zealous Youth !”* exclaim'd the great Premier, 


While the air rung with cries of © Hear! Hear | Hear!” 


Thus now conſtrain'd, and driven paces back, 
The leſſon'd youth miſtakes his wonted track: 
Into the maze of dull confuſion caſt, 
He neither knows the preſent or the paſt ; 
His friends around an equal terror feel : 
But Pitt, to daunt their fears, unſheathes the ſanguine ſteel. 
So, when a Liar has attack'd a Thief, 
Both gaze, convicted, and conjoin belief. 


From death now rous'd, re-animated now, 


The trembling Boy contracts his reeking brow ; 


A pleaſant ſweat beſmear'd from ear to ear 
Signs of pale froth and future rage appear; 
D 2 Then 
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Then thus began—< Believe me, noble Lords, 

And you, good Sirs, who miſconſtrue my words, 

I did not mean a calumny No !—No! 

Nay, to that Lord I willingly would go.— 

Give me Tab's clothes: I'll tranſmutate my face; 
Mere change of dreſs might quite elude his Grace.“ 


On hearing this, the Heroes, in amaze, 1 
From ſide to ſide reverberate his praiſe 315 


The thought ſo grand, ſo novel, yet ſo juſt: 
Twas even whiſper'd—< We muſt have his Buſt !” 


END OF PART THE FIRST. 2 
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SCANDALUM MAGNATUM, 


OR THE 


GRACEFUL APOSTATE. 
A POEM. 


PART II. 


— =D 


W HILE loyal tranſports thus inſpire the ſoul, 
Play on the heart, and thro' the Congreſs roll, 
The brawny Tab, now eager to unveſt, 

Wide op'ning bares his athaletic breaſt: 

E- ſot- ic Can. the ſultry pile ſurveys 

(Can ! the fond Archive of a mother's bays!) 
A cold reluctance on his mind o'erſpreads 
The fad remembrance of the field of ſhades : 
Death's livid vale ſeems open to his view; 

He knows not how to ſwerve, or how purſue. 
On ev'ry ſide, in ev'ry place around, 

Relentleſs Pride impales the mazy ground ; 

So might his doubts the vaſt deſign defeat; 
But SELF clung, truckling, to his vaſſal feet: 


Propitious Gods! Propitious Heav'n! how we 
Beyond our paſſions ſeldom reach or ſee ; 


One loves his Horſe—another Spot the dog : 
We think him honeſt who's an arrant Rogue ! 
Hence eager man, leſs circumſpect than wiſe, 

In full aſſurance ſhuts his doubting eyes: 
Hence at our follies Knaves moſt heart'ly laugh, 
While Fortune crumbles judgment into chaff. 


But focial beings abjure the wiles of Pow'r, 
While downy Truth ſtops ſinging at their bow'r. 
Like 1wo fond infants, glad in either's arms, 
Till fome drone bee their happy conch alarms : 
E'en ſo, our fears our love of fame outvie ; 

Few, truly juſt, in any criſis die: 

Martyrs there were, and Laberty made ſome, 

But few, too few ! compar'd to thoſe of Rome!“ 
Moſt men delight in being told they're good: 
Yet who refuſe to wade to pow'r thro' blood? 


As the red waves that {well the modeſt tide, 
As the ſwift clouds from off the mountain's fide, 
As trembling Innocence on Candor beams, 

So grand and awful are our waking dreams : 
Of theſe, than confidence none more diffus d 


Mongſt friends and kinſmen; and, what more abus d? 


Abus'd indeed! for now the ſov'reign hand 
Laves the beſt comforts of this envied land. 
This was the land where Liberty firſt ſhone 


In bright endearments round a Monarch's throne : 
This was the land where Grace conſpir'd with Eaſe 
This, this the land where theſe conſpir'd to pleaſe : 


This alludes to papal, not republican, Rome. 
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Nor then by flimſy hopes, and warlike trophies laid, 


| Sincere contrition {till might make us glad. 
Think it not odd, my Country! to repent: 


Virtue reclaim'd is Virtue's ſupplement. 


Hail now that vent'rous, all-aſpiring youth, 
Whom late we ſaw depart from honeſt Truth, 
On his wont road (to Portl-nd Houſe) proceeds 
(Is there a garden without uſeleſs weeds ?) 


Meanwhile great John (who perſonated Hog) 
By ſome misfortune fell into a bog. 
His ſteady troop, attentive to his wig, 
Remov'd the laſt, and only paſſive twig, 
On which his Grace, with any hope, could bend 
The facund malice of his windy+ friend. 
Long deep immers'd in this corrupted fink, 
The chain, of courſe, did want—its better link. 


But ſee, pale Can--ng, of the Tabbite race, 
Whoſe heart now ſeems depicted in his face, 
Peccably great, o'er dales and vallies flies; 

His feet touch earth, his ſhoulders reach—his eyes ! 
A ſceptic mien his dirgent contour ſhrouds, 
He never wanders lower than—the clouds: 


Perhaps the author would dare to aſſert that the Noble Duke is uſeleſs, 
not only in the cloſet, but alſo in the garden: we deny it — for he i.. 
ſcare- crow | 


+ Why, true; — Wind-ham is a very wind- oratos | 
3} The Duke's Pander, whoſe clothes this impoſter wore, is a black negro; 


conſequently the young Mahometas found it neceſſary to blacken bis face alſo. 


Irradiate 
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Irradiate ſtars enlighten what is ſeen— 

A rueful waſte of plethoretic ſpleen. 

Should Juſtice reign, he'll never ſhare the hlame— 
Huge peerleſs clump of ever mortal fame ! 

Then who ſo worthy, who fo fit to be 

Herald divine of royal miſery ? 


Cambridge, for learning and great names renown'd, 
Who many a poet, many a ſtateſman crown'd, 
Their living fame, their grave-cap'd heads inſhrin'd 
With vernal ivy, tow'ring on the wind, 
Gave haughty birth to this immutive clown, 
But never can imbay him with a crown. 


While only talents Learning's laurels ſhare, 
While only Wiſdom occupies our care, 
Intemp'rate Pride, like Error, muſt remain 
The loweſt link of Honor's upright chain. 
But ſhould that ſite, once reverend and wiſe, 
Where buſts and columns in profuſion riſe, 
Yield paſſive ſway to innovating Pitt, 

Soon will dry malice ſubſtitute gay wit. 


Our modern prophets, fill'd with holy ire, 
Who teach the doctrines themſelves inſpire, 
Judaic converts from that vale have made; 
Hail Laza Hali riſen from the dead |— 
From Paul's high dome to Stephen's ſacred ſite 
The vent'rous member takes his ærial flight; 
Faith ſwells his wings, and Error kindly ſpreads 
Her veſtal ſhroud ; he ſinks, midſt clouds, to ſhades : 
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But Baal Can the prophecy fulfils ; 

For whom he cannot ſtrangle W-----m kills! 
Brothers and Pitt in ev'ry thing agree, 

Only that Dick is chain'd while madder Mill is free. 
Wonder not then at Tab's ſurpaſling pride, 

For ev'ry where®* his maſter's by his ſide. 


Yet leſt thoſe fears the generous mind annoy 
Who thinks the Muſe too rigid with a Boy: 
What of his birth and pedigree I know; 

How his poor father ſack'd the realms below, 
The viſcid orb in which his breath began, 
And that drear ſphere ſo humbling to man: 
Howe'er important in a ſketch of life, 

Now ſhall remain a ſecret for his wife: 
Only his children can, of right, receive 


The worthy titles of this patent knave. 
Marble to ages ſhall his name tranſmit : 
The world need know no more than that he leagu'd with 


Pitt ! 
That to Duke John he thus his thoughts expreſs'd, 
While ardent envy ſanguin'd in his breaſt : 
« Oh, noble Patron! ever noble name 
Firſt, higheſt, beſt ! thou only pride of fame! 
How ſhall thy votive, humble, zealous Slave, 
Relate of Pitt the mighty and the brave 
Thoſe holy, awful, animating dezds, 
His well-fed friends, and Heir as well-fed ſteeds, 
Perform ſo true, and yet ſo wond'rous quick 
(I'm told they ſhare a million pounds a week).“ 
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* Whether Can--ng is the ſervant of God or the Devil is a technical point 


to determine: ſome think the latter 
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“What fay you, Tab ?—your reaſon ſure is fled : 
You muſt want reit—T'd have you go to bed: 
There eaſy ſleep may diſſipate this dream. 

Whoever gave you liquor is to blame !“ 

“Ah, generous Lord! how much thy proffer'd good 
Impels the ardors that elates my blood ; 

Not ſway'd, or hurried by a mean exceſs, 

My candid thoughts I guileleſsly expreſs : 

Hear me, I pray.” „But how,” replied the Duke, 
« Can you, who never read a paſlage in a book, 
Thus to your Lord impatient anſwers give ?”— 

« God's holy Saints, by whom we move and live, 
My words inſpire !*“ In coming thro' the wood 
Right in my way a cauſeleſs being ſtood, 

Whoſe golden Horns and hyacinthic ears, 

Fill'd my whole ſoul with ſympathetic fears: 

In vain I ſought the monſter to elude— 

(In blood his hands, in gore his feet imbru'd) 

Much like a Prince, yet not unlike a Boar, 

He took delight in making people roar : 

Me he careſs'd: nor did I yield my name 

Till echoing troops proclaim'd thy ſov'reign fame. 
Warm from the heart, throughout whole nature warm, 
Sure thy juſt Tab can never do thee harm: 

As Jeſus* ſelf I'm innocent; but then 

Reſpect the character of wealthy men; 


* It was natural for his Grace to expreſs his ſurprize on finding Tab return 
a complete ſophiſter—Tab, ** who never read a paſſage in a book.” But the 
account of his inſpiration, and the affinity the cauſeleſs being deſcribed bore to 
a certain ſublime perſonage, ſoon diſſipated the reaſonable doubts of the env.ous 
Duke. 


Becauſe 
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Becauſe they have an everlaſting right 

To act offenſively, to rail and fight: 

Ourſelves, not them, we. venerate in this; 
Whate'er is ſelfiſh is a ſource of bliſs.” 

So ſpake arch Tab; and thus the Duke replied— 
« You wound my ſoul and derogate my pride: 
All Europe knows, and Engliſhmen confeſs, 
My heart imbow'rs the language I expreſs. 
Taught to revere mankind for what they are, 

I ſcorn, I reprobate, a rayleſs ſtar! 

May theſe ten fingers never move again 

If T abandon Liberty for gain! 

Sooner might Heav'n her rebel Hell eſpouſe, 
Sooner the dead from limbleſs graves arouſe, 
Sooner this knee againſt the king ſhall bend, 
Than I prove faithleſs to an only friend, 

My Country's Rights: the People's Cauſe I'll plead 
Till my laſt groan has rank'd me with the dead 
What is the King ?—a man !—nay, not at all, 
For men, by nature into error fall : 

The mortal frame, a ſubject of decay, 

Muſt, has, and will, for ever paſs away, 
Without regard to Emperor or King ; 

Swift and repulſive as the arrowy wing : 

Nor leaves one emblem of the man behind 

But what does float eternal on the wind, 

A ſirname-glory, an exotic fame, 


Things which ſoon fly to deck the reigning name. 


Yet our alternate indefinite ſelf, 


Commits no crime in indefinite pelf. 


We cannot err, yet Law preſcribes our will; 
By Law we govern, and by Law we kill 
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« What fay you, Tab ?—your reaſon ſure is fled : i 
You muſt want reſt— I'd have you go to bed: 

There eaſy ſleep may diſſipate this dream. 

W hoever gave you liquor is to blame!“ 

« Ah, generous Lord ! how much thy proffer'd good 


Impels the ardors that elates my blood ; 


Not ſway'd, or hurried by a mean exceſs, 7 
My candid thoughts I guileleſsly expreſs: 3 
y Hear me, I pray.” © But how,” replied the Duke, 9 
0 Can you, who never read a paſlage in a book, 1 4 


Thus to your Lord impatient anſwers give?“ — 3 
« God's holy Saints, by whom we move and live, 
My words inſpire !'® In coming thro' the wood 


Right in my way a cauſeleſs being ſtood, | " 

Whoſe golden Horns and hyacinthic ears, 7 

Fill'd my whole ſoul with ſympathetic fears: 5 

f In vain I ſought the monſter to elude $ ; by 
(In blood his hands, in gore his feet imbru'd) ul 


Much like a Prince, yet not unlike a Boar, 
He took delight in making people roar : 
Me he careſs'd: nor did I yield my name 
| Till echoing troops proclaim'd thy ſov'reign fame. 
| Warm from the heart, throughout whole nature warm, 
Sure thy juſt Tab can never do thee harm: 
As Jeſus' ſelf I'm innocent; but then 
Reſpect the character of wealthy men; 


| * It was natural for his Grace to expreſs his ſurprize on finding Tab return 
| | a complete ſophiſter—Tab, ** who never read a paſſage in a book. But the 
| account of his inſpiration, and the affinity the cauſeleſs being deſcribed bore to 
ö a certain ſublime perſonage, ſoon diſſipated the reaſonable doubts of the en vous 
Duke. 
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Becauſe they have an everlaſting right 

To act offenſively, to rail and fight: 

Ourſelves, not them, we venerate in this; 

Whate'er is ſelfiſh is a ſource of bliſs.” 

So ſpake arch Tab; and thus the Duke replied— 

« You wound my ſoul and derogate my pride: 

All Europe knows, and Engliſhmen confeſs, 

My heart imbow'rs the language I expreſs. 

Taught to revere mankind for what they are, 

I ſcorn, I reprobate, a rayleſs ſtar! 

May theſe ten fingers never move again 

If I abandon Liberty for gain! 

Sooner might Heav'n her rebel Hell eſpouſe, 
Sooner the dead from limbleſs graves arouſe, 
Sooner this knee againſt the king ſhall bend, 

Than I prove faithleſs to an only friend, 

My Country's Rights: the People's Cauſe Þ'lI plead 
Till my laſt groan has rank'd me with the dead! 
What is the King ?—a man !—nay, not at all, 

For men, by nature into error fall: | 

The mortal frame, a ſubject of decay, 

Muſt, has, and will, for ever paſs away, 

Without regard to Emperor or King ; 

Swift and repulſive as the arrowy wing : 

Nor leaves one emblem of the man behind 

But what does float eternal on the wind, 

A ſirname-glory, an exotic fame, 

Things which ſoon fly to deck the reigning name. 
Vet our alternate indefinite ſelf, 

Commits no crime in indefinite pelt. 

We cannot err, yet Law preſcribes our will; 
By Lay we govern, and by Law we kill; 
E 2 
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Oaths we may take, but Abſolution is 
Y The nobleſt virtue of our ſceptred guiſe. 
| Britons exult in hourly, daily grief— 
We take their goods WE judicate the Thief. 
: One in our natures, in our births the ſame, 
| The way to ferve us is the road to fame. 
| Sometimes our wants require a vaſt ſupply, 
= Then we command our majeſty to die: 
= While in the act of ſupplicating alms, 
EE Our pride is ſtill, our ſov'reign anger calms : 
Soon as the Mule reiterates our load, 
We honor the whole people with-—1 nod! 


Alas e' en ſo three kingdoms meanly yield P 

N The ſweat of brows, the harveſts of the field; * 

| Open to truths they dare not, will not ſpeak : 8 

4 So trite we're grow fo imbecile and weak. 74 
i 

« TraCtleſs as meteors, quiv'ring in the wind, f 


As dawning Reaſon brooding on the mind, 
As the rude ſurge that thunders in its courſe, 
| | Careleſs on whom, or how to bend its force, 
The will, the favor of a King; and yet 
Tab pleads the cauſe of villainy and Pitt. 
Who knows the Prince but deprecates a throne ? 
And yet how like the Father is the Son! 
W % % m * % %* % # @ #%* #%* % 
S * „ * % „ * „„ %* * „ * 0 
| All are but parts of one deſpotic whole, 


i Whoſe body Will--m is, and Ge--ge the ſoul.” 


j That noble ſaid: His truſty ſervant now 
Wide opes his teeth, and deep contracts his-brow : 
* Begin- 
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Beginning thus; © I know nor whole, nor part, 
Of kingly favour, or of princely art; 

Merely concern'd thy int'reſt to extend, 

Among the juſt admirers of thy friend,* 

Had any noiſome, innovating fool, 

One quite unworthy of a pow'r to rule, 

Inſpir'd my thoughts; my dauntleſs mind inſtill'd ; 
With hate my ſoul, with vice my paſſions fill'd, 
None ſo repugnant, fo unwilling none, 

To join ſuch hanghty vaunters of a throne: 

But taught to love and venerate the cauſe 

Of truth and freedom, to regard the laws :— 
Not for perfections which I could not ſee— 

{I cannot own the fact till you agree) 

Every view, and ev'ry thought conſpire, 

To raiſe my hopes, of what thoſe men admire. 
The ſov'reign Will their Councils guide; and ſo 
Are ſtern oppoſers of the lawleſs fue : 
The people's rights they know they muſt admit, 
In ſpite of irony, and ſneers, and wit; 

Lord mania Bu- ke no high reſpect can claim; 
Abroad deſpis'd, at home he ſinks in fame. 

Oh, mighty duke : who can, who ſhall like thee, 
Still hold true loyalty and yet be free ? 

Could words expreſs the ſympathy I feel, 

With thoſe who groan beneath a deſpot's ſteel, 
One general voice of “ horrid, horrid rage!“ 


Should roll profuſive o'er the bloody page, — 


This alludes to C. I. Fox; who certainly was, indeed ſome ſay he ſtill is, 
the friend of Portland: at any rate, the former, loyally devoted as he is to the 
Crown, would (it is ſaid) inſtantly conjoin with the latter, could Pitt be re- 
moved. e patient, Charles, for, William will fly, before you die. 
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Worcs cannot fix the meaning of a figh, | P 
The heart is known only thro' the eye; 

"Tis love, 'tis Reaſon, tis meek Virtue's ſign, 

Of what, in man, partakes of things divine : 

Yes ! gen'rous patron; yes! thoſe hopes and fears, 
Which cauſe theſe ſighs, and animate theſe tears, 
Play on my ſoul; on ev'ry nerve impreſs 

An awe and horror of our known diſtreſs ; 

Yet, while the nation—ev'ry man conjoin, 

(Some who ſip water, others who drink wine) 
With King and Miniſter ; can we remain 

Alone inſenſible, to love of gain? | 
Sure, ſure where duty and where int'reſt meet, 
Man may e'en bow and kiſs his Sov'reign's feet.” 


es; "I 


. 2. wt 


I'm bound to ſerve to honor fear and love, hy. 
That ſacred Majeſty who dwells above: 4 
God governs Empires as man drafts a roll, 2 
Firft writes the title, hen extends the whole: | $ 
The human nature leſs agile and firm, T 
Yields to the poiſon of a ſoulleſs worm: 
When but a foot, a hand, a ſtep's miſlaid, 

The vital principle, in man, has fled. 

Not ſo the Eel, tenacious in the ſtrife, 

Preſerves her vigor, energy and life, 4 

A flexive ſpirit bounds with her to death; 1 
Nor lance, nor fire, can amputate her breath: 3 
Yet, not our ſtrength, but reaſon, that thus flies, 

Worms die on earth, but man aſcends the ſkies : 4 
Links of one chain, which bounds the utmoſt ſpace, 7 
We run the equal, ever endleſs race: | 0 
| With 
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With fowl and inſect we, in common, ſhare, 
Whate'er is uſeful, or whate'er is rare. 

But for thoſe laws and inſtitutes unſeen, 
Brute and unconſcious man had ever been. 
O, ever wiſe, immortal, awful, God! 


T” thee, t' thee alone, I'll bow: Worlds tremble at thy nod!“ 


Exclaim'd his Grace : Who ſought, devoutly ſought, 
To pals his days in holineſs of thought : 

Amaz'd withal, that Tab ſo well could ſpeak, 

A being once ſo ignorant and weak; 

Like Peter, he believ d:“ like him, he gaz'd: 

Saw wonders wrought, and thoſe who wrought them, prais'd: 
Prone to approach the ſacerdotal ſhrine, 

Innately holy, humble and divine; 

This zealous Duke, who now his wealth beſtow* 1 
To ſooth his ſighing breth'ren in their road, 
Pilgrim'd in ſoul, in principles renew'd, 

Took up his croſs, and Tabby's ways purſu'd. 


Now blind to Reaſon, Equity and Truth, 


And thoſe high hopes which amplified his youth, 


He went his courſe : to Sodom P-r-l--d bends, 
To keep Paſs-over, and enjoy his friends. 

Ee'n ſo, the Virgin's heav'n uplifted eyes, 

And trembling voice, and verberating ſighe, 
Incarnate joys with holy zeal repel : 

Till love invails her foul and ſhe awakes in Hell. 


* Wonder who will, it is not the leſs a truth, that change cf opinion is 
produced in as ſhort a time, and for cauſes as ſeemingly unreaſonable, as change 
of faſhion. Thus it was that his Grace, the inſtant he had cloſed his heaven 
uplifted eyes, apoſtatized from the truth. 


Arrnv'd 


„ — 
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Arriv'd in flow, and melancholy ſtate, 


At the huge portal of the inner gate, 
Our wry Arch Duke now ſighs, and now withdraws, 


His venal ſelf, from dauntleſs Freedom's cauſe. 
Bound yet unbound, unfetter'd yet in chains, * 
Yonder he ſtalks—o'er Sodom's ghaſtly plains ! 
Altars of Gold, f of Ebony and Braſs, 

Here a fat calf, and there a fatted Aſs. 

Long webs of lawn; a boundleſs, endleſs ſcarf, 
Huge leaden heads and brains preſerv'd in chaff: 
A bow and arrow; ſword,-and ſpear, and ſhield; 
That nought but million wiſdom ought to wield :t 
Aſſail his mind—his ever wond'ring mind! 

He caſts his fleeting glory on the wind. 

While thus he ſtarts and flies from pole to pole : 
My God!] how treaſons aggravate the whole! 


Oh, human pride! where now thy wonted boaſt ? 
In one ſhort hour all principle is loſt : 
In one ſhort hour, the potent friend of man 
Becomes Apoſtate, and forſakes his plan : 
In one ſhort hour, Saint Stephen's dome reſounds 
John's faith in Kings and blood: in Pitt and War and 


wounds ! 


* Paradoxical as this may ſeem, it is nevertheleſs a characteriſtic; for, as 
private perſons, the adminiſtration conſiſts of free-men ; as public functiona- 
ries, they ate the slaves of corruption. 


+ Here begins a Royal ſcene, 


+ Some ſay million folly z be that fact as it may, the ſceptre does coſt 
1,0000C0 l. per ann, 


Sed'louſly 
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Sed'louſly proud Tab Can--ng meanwhile gave 
His honeſt Chief the laurels of the knave ; 
Struck to behold ſuch energy and rageꝰ 
Of manly virtue in a corrupt age, 
Not even Can, tho? ev'ry word was true, 
Could make bleak Pitt believe the Duke had broke his vow. 
Dream he could not of any change ſo quick; 
« But, don't we ſhare a million pounds a week ? 
Said wily Tab.—* Ah, then you've told him fo! 
Go, hail him welcome, deareſt Harry, go!” 


Great, always great! unmercifal Dundas ! 
Now grown as ſmooth and ſlipp'ry as crown-glaſs ! 
Haſtens, the troubles of the day to cloſe— 
(We've ſeen a Thiſtle re-entwine a Roſe) :+ 
But, ere he could the eaſy ſteep aſſume, 
A mighty mole appear'd within the room. 
Saint Stephen's pale with noble envy rends, 
As John thus ſpeaks of Faith, and Truth, and Friends: 
« While national conteſts high importance plead, t 
While Faction ftrives to raiſe her impious head, 
My mind, indignant, ſcans the book of life, 
The parent, friend, the huſband and the wife ; 
For there are ſome who petulantly quit 
The ſide of reaſon in—a childiſh fit 


When Pitt and his colleagues aſſailed the Duke, near Tyburn heights, all 
was virtuous independence. 
+ Hury the Scot, and George the York, are Thiſtle and Roſe. 


1 Soon chang'd, ſoon ſubdu'd we now find 
A fend ſubverfien of grave Poriland's mind | 


F 
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Some who their Sov'reign's upright laws ſubvert, 
To wrath his foes, from love his friends divert, 
From truth's fair tract ſome faſcinate his fons ; 
Content to ſow ſedition againſt thrones. 

Theſe rouſe my pride: ye pow'rs divine! inſpire 
And fill my foul, with thy avengeful fire: 

I ſing what Britons are, what the lev'ling foe z 
How theſe with rancour, thoſe with mercy flow. 


« Britons, repugnant to tyrannic ſway, 
Heard the low vauntings, croſs the ſtreamy way, 
With paſſion ſome, with pity others move; 
All were united in a priacely love : 
This way and that, the ſenate view the ſcene, | 
Reſolv'd to check their ſpeed, and guard the threaten d main; 
Deviouſly great, the ſov'reign awful ſtood, 
Here on the verge of mercy, there of blood; 
His rapt'rous breaſt with ſoft human'ty flows, 
The wreaths of Juſtice load his peaceful brows ; 
Now would he yield to Heav'n, and now to man, 
And in ſoliloquy he thus began: 
« Parent of nature, God of heay'n above, 
Inſpire my thoughts, and fill my ſoul with love 
My people zealouſly thy laws defend, 
And clothe the naked, and regard the friend: 
Teach them themſelves to know their country's good, 
While hapleſs Gallia ſtrews the fields with blood! 
May WE be taught to actuate, to aid 
Our loyal ſubjects in their vent'rous trade; 
May former Wars our royal mind inſpire ! 


May this be ſcourgeful as a-Becket's fire! 
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Tho' royal Louis' ſacred head repoſe, 

Give us, O Lord, to extirpate his foes ! 

We, O good Lord, are, ever were the ſame 
Only true Heralds of thine holy name !” 

« Yes; ſo the Monarch contemplates the cauſe 
Of God, of Reaſon, Liberty, and Laws. 
What things to theſe, in ev'ry view, relate, 
Concern the being of the parent ſtate ; 
Ourſelves and fortunes, children and wives, 
Honor and fame, the comforts of our liyes, 
Eternal bliſs, we ſacrifice and yield, 

| If we decline the combat of the field: 

War is a curſe when not divinely juſt : 

Who ſhrink from duty level with the duſt 
Their heav'n-born fouls, I'll venture, with my life, 
To urge this prudent, lawful, upright ſtrife.” 
Said Portl-nd's upright, lawful, prudent duke 
And was appointed Premier to the Cook 


END OF SCAN. MAG, 


WEE un. 


NOTE. 


FOR THE 


POEM OF MULTUM IN NULLO. 


MULTUM IN NULLO, or the ſupplemental Poem ſo called, may, with 
great propriety, be conſidered a continuation of Scan. Mag. and it is preſumed 
the Author did intend that it ſhould be received only under that defcription. 
That it js a Key to Court Preferments is very evident, becauſe all exaltations 
in that quarter happen in conſequence of nautiated ebullitions by the throat and 
noſtrils. Even Edmund Burke, in the #ra of his ſublime incompatibility, is 
faid (delicate reader, I beg thy pardon!) to have belched himſelf into 1 5o0l. a 
year: I own, a ſum too little, compared to his wonderful ſacrifice A man 
who ſells his Soul, for Conſcience* ſake ought to have 1,co0l. a year allowed him, 
for the ſake of making him eaſy.——Stay thine hand, liberal author! — True, 
wary Reader! be is to go to Hell in the bargain ! |! 


MULTUM IN NULLO, 


OR THE 


 GRACELESS APOSTATE. 
A POEM. 


1 — 
What active ſouls by induſtry amaſs 
Is ſquander'd in che brothel of an aſs! 


A. M. L. 
=== 


W HO knows not what I mean, if ſuch there are, = 
May pleaſe to read this ſtory of a # "og 


Ignus (a word which wat'ry authors uſe 
When fire is wanted to inflame the Muſe), 
Not over careful, got into diſgrace, 
And being poor made int'reſt for a place, 
At Court—nay any where—it matter'd not, 
Could he expend a guinea to my groat ! 


He, who amongſt the great was once well known, ' 
Who blaz'd imperial near the miſer's throne, 
Now (oh, ſtrange fate!) to higher circles fled— 
In a ſmall garret room without a bed ! 
Before the bar of brother wits is brought— 7 , I 
People who're never deſtitute of thought. | i 
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On folemn days, when men of taſte convene, 
When fingers, knives, and plates, are lick'd quite clean, 
When (for Genius dines but once a week) 
A poet, for his ſhare, had half a leek, 
Which with a farthing's-worth of ſcented beef, 
The ſame of amber, to allay his grief 
Plates to the table chain'd, and knives to theſe, 
With leave to fill his belly at his eaſe: 
Yes; ſuch a day it was (important thing !) 
When Ignus waited on his lord and king. 


Well ! ſaith the Chief; what law on earth, think you, 
Can give to one dominion over two ? 
What pow'r to two can grant the rights of three ? 
Wherein do facts and principles agree ? 
Do the brave Engliſh vindicate their fame 
In the dull laurels of an uſeleſs name ? 
Does Nature, or does God, affirm a right 
To any man, to makg man pay for—light ? 
Thoſe rays the ſtars precariouſly emit 
Are not yet tax d“ But will! God fave King Pitt!“ 


Was heard from far: ſtill Aphrodale* went on, 


To aſk the Reaſon for an Empty Throne! 

Why men of ſtature to low emblems kneel, 

And bow, obſequious, to a man in ſteel, 

To wooden chairs in golden pity dreſs'd, 

While awe ſupreme engenders in the breaft : 

Why ev'ry ſtateſman, ev'ry zealot tries 

To tear the proofs of Reaſon from our eyes: 

Why one mere man a gen'rous pride confounds 

With crafty guile, with ſtables, dogs, and hounds ; 
* W. W-ndh-m! | 


Why 
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Why that high ſelf his fellow men 9'er-rules, _ 
While thoſe who aid him are—part knaves, part fools : 
(Why Hunter's pardon'd, tho” great Dodd was hung 
Dodd! whom high Heav'n balanc'd on his tongue!) 
Why huge ſeven millions to one mortal pay, 
Two thouſand pounds and more—to ſpend in one dull day: 
Why, while that ſum might animate and ſhield 

The ragged ſwain who wanders croſs yon field, 
Might raiſe an upright, honeſt race of men, 

Might diſſipate low malice and low gain, 

Might prove the ſource of benefits unknown, 
Why—tell me why, while harmleſs Infants groan 

In Death's bleak vale, does England boaſt a throne? 
Why pay thoſe debts we never ſaw contracted ? 

Nay, ſome are bankrupt'd while that plot is aQted.. 
Why, tho' great men from kingly loins have ſprung, 
Do Britons liſten to a brainleſs tongue ?* 

Why keep an oath which ſome one, takes to break. 
Why, for a crown, the human ſyſtem wreck ? + 

While ſmiles and frowns are Newgatable things, 

Why yoke the will of parracidal kings ? 


„ Thecritic train will here pleaſe to underſtand that the author's meaning 
is—Almoſt every King has a tongue, but almoſt every King wants brains ! 

+ Since the criminal law of England aſſumed its preſent virtuus fanRions, 
not fewer than 73,365 people, male and female, have been ſentenced under it 
for petty larceny. Even the number of thoſe put to death for a theft of a crown 
( 55.)'s value, exceed 17,000! ! ! So that ſeventeen thouſand human beings 
Poſſeſſing rational ſouls have been conſigned to the eternal filence of the oblivious 
grave fer the ſum of 4,250l. while one individual ſubject of theſe kingdom, 
in the courſe of one ſhort (though for calamities unprecedented) war, has 
plundered, cajoled, and juggled the Country of 48,000,0001.-——ls the man 
alive ?=Yes! humane reader, and likely to do well: nor need you be very 
ſurpriſed, for all this is — the fimple difference between Virtuous Prudence and 
Vicious Prodigality ! 
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If you can riddle theſe, or any one, 


I u find you a ſnug penſion near the throne. 


Ignus, who ſigh'd for reaſons great and good, 
Becauſe, that week he had not taſted food, 
Paus'd ; to relieve the preſſure on his breath, 
And for a moment turn his thoughts from death ; 
Thus made reply—Oh, mighty, potent, wiſe, 
Who ſeeſt thoſe tears that, trembling, veil thoſe eyes, 
Who ſhare the bleffings of a board well ſpread, - 
With garlick, firloin, and—an ounce of bread ! 
Think, think a while; do ! pity, pity have, 
On thy poor brother, who but works to ſtarve: 
The crumbs that from thy table, uſeleſs fall, 
The bones (already furbiſh'd) in thy hall; 
That or permiſſion to remain at eaſe, 
And ſuck thy luſcious belchings as I pleaſe ! 
Whate'er you wiſh ; but teaze, oh, teaze me not, 
With queſtions, all whoſe meanings I've forgot. — 
God, in his wiſdom, made November cold: 
Our only wiſdom is—the glare of gold ! 
If from that ſource our miſeries proceed, 
If to that end our zealous kinſmen bleed, 
If only ſhow, not excellence, abſorb 
The lordly maſters of this haughty globe, 
Can a poor Poet anſwer things fo crude? 
Who riddles no-ſenſe muſt be more than ſhrewd! 
King in his robes mere man, in mere blue cloth— 
He is a fool or miracle in both ! 
Theſe facts, thus palpable, can never be 
Adopted truths in any land that's free: 


He 
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He ſaid. His brother Poets meanwhile made 
A crumbleſs dinner on their beef and bread ; 
No morſel left: the Judge, who felt diſtreſs, 
And ſtudied what he could to make it leſs, 
Summon'd his windy organs to draw near, 
And bid his hungry brother to appear : 
Prepar'd to ſtun the ſtomach of the clown, 
Who had forgot, that Heaven ſent a Crown 
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From high; and gave great Pitt the keys of this great 


town | 


While hollow murmurs thro' the place reſound, 
And quake the mouldy ſhelf and preſs the ground, 
Ignus, aghaſt, the growing torrent waits, 

Inveighs his ſtars and blaſts his angry fates; 
Till, ſtrange to tell ! the howling winds inflate 
And ſpread their ſultry odors o'er his plate. 
Oh, ſav'ry plate; oh, happy Ignus, now; 

Thy ears with loyalty divinely glow | 

O'er the dear ſteam thy furlong ſtomach bends--- 
Thou careſt not for enemies or friends. 

Thine honeſt brother, faithful to the laſt, 

So well canſt feed thee on—an onion blaſt ! 
On this, on air alone he meant to dine, 

For ever, and drink water---to fave wine! 


But the crude, huge, and ſullen Aphrodale, 
Who, with his friends, forſook the public weal, 
Now other themes, now other topics held--- 
Againſt dame Freedom and her ſons now rail'd: 
Their golden glory echo'd thro' his heart 


He knew not whom to aid---from whom to part; 


Till 
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Till Fortune, whoſe caprice the world has ſeen, 
Who deals in jealouſy, and wives, and ſpleen, 

To Ignus (who was patriot ere this, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by the ſirname Fatuus) 

Sent Will-a-Wiſp, a creature much a-kin, 

To bargain for the carcaſe, with—the ſkin ! 
Done, ſaith Ig. Fat.---Accepted, quoth Will-Wiſp 
And ever ſince his Lordſhip's had a liſp : 

*Tis true he ſpeaks, but in a ſort of way, 

That you would think, his F. R. S. are kept in pay; 
Nay, were it ſo, ignobler will be found, 
While Belzy keeps his Harry above ground, 


END OF PART FIRST- 


MULTUM IN NULLO, 


GRACELESS APOSTATE. 
A POEM. 


PART UL. 


To thoſe who pride in anceſtors and fame, 
You eager Heralds of a darling name, 

Princes of Britain! of old Engliſh blood, 
Heirs, to whate'er is wiſe, and juft, and good; 
Is that congenial ! can you be content, 

To loſe your Honors, now your Gold is ſpent ? 
Deriv'd from Virtue, Honor is the fign, 

Of all that's noble, moral or divine; 

Titles, like men, engender moral vice. 

All now are Patriots at cards and dice 

Futile endearments faſcinate the duke : 

It is a crime to read a well writ Book. 
—Deriv'd from Vice ail Honors are the ſigns, 
Of the beſt Horfes, and the oldeſt Wines. 


Hail, argive Muſe; and you, brave Britons hail ! 
(Truths may abound where myſteries prevail :) 
Glories there might around a ſceptre glow, 
When Kings delighted in the maſſy Bow; 
G 2 This 
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This, and ſome Ages paſt, have merely been 
The dire avengers of pontific ſpleen : 

Diff ' rent ages, diff rent maxims hold, 

Some urge their valour others truſt in Gold: 
And what was duty in an Alfred's cauſe, 
Without an Alfred, derogates the Laws: 

So the ſame rules unite, and diſunite, 

And only Reaſon teacheth what is right. 
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Now of a King, whoſe Country, birth and name, 
And long deſcended anceſtry and fame, 
Demand our candour, our affections warm, 
Who, while we cenſure we protect from harm: 
From ev'ry lawleſs violence defend, 
An erring Prince, as a miſtaken friend : 
Still ever zealous, ever prompt to be, 
The bold aſſertor of rue Liberty. 


Our worthy Sov'reign, long involv'd in doubt, 
Whether a Pig hath eyes, and ears, and ſnout, 
By wiſer counſel than his own miſled, 

(Some ſay his ſolid brains are made of lead) 

Thought proper, it is true, to grant to Pitt, 

That holy ſaint of villainy, not wit, 

A general licence, ev'ry thing to do, 

To ruin England, Liberty, and you.* 

»Twas thus a ſtar to Joſeph Banks was giv'n, 

To guide his mud-capp'd eyes from Earth to Heav'n: 
While Grocers, Hopmen, Lapiders, good Lord ! 
Thoſe ſullen drogmas of the City Sword, 


e The Britiſh People. 


Infpire 
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Inſpire the ſoul of Royalty.“ Draw near, 
(Saith Page the firſt) John Eamer, do not fear : 
No harm is meant.” —<« Come, Johnny,” ſaith the King, 
« What, what is this?“ - My liege, our fam'ly ring!“ 
« Sure, wear a ring at home - you're very rich: 

Your beſt Hound a Dog, Sheriff, or a Bitch?“ 

« Neither, my Sov'reign. “ Neither | how comes that?” 
« We trade by wholeſale! Any well kept mat, 

Or Cheſts at ſecond hand, nay thin ſheet Lead, 

We buy. It is by Induſtry I get my bread !“ 

John ſaid. The Monarch, in amaze, replied — 

Good honeſt Sheriff, could you take a ride 

To Buckingham's great houſe : there, there you'll find 
Boxes and Mats of ev'ry age and kind: 

But ſure you'll give the price of new.” —< Þll ſee ! 

So, pleaſe your Majeſty, we will agree.” 

John ſpoke, for he no leſs could do—In truth, 

He's been a plodding tradeſman from his youth. 

The Monarch gaz'd, then aſk'd, © what, what is there?“ 
« Your humble ſubject's very humble Ear!“ * 

« Zounds! Sheriff Eamer's ear—how came it ſo ? 

How long, how broad, how fleſhy ſhall it grow ?” | 
An pleaſe your Majeſty, I do not know}” 

Poor John replied---Our gracious Sov'reign then 
Padlock'd the ſound valves of his windy brain, 


Sir Cott'rell here to Sheriff Eamer ſpoke--- 
Don't be alarm'd---all's done, by G-d, in joke! 
Hail! now he kneels (oh, impudence ſupreme !) 
Riſe, ſaith King George, my Knight of wond'rous fame! ! 


Royal Exchange ſublimity ! 
E'en 
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E'en ſo are honors, royal honors, fold; 
E'en fo Sir Dunſtan were a Baron bold, . 
Had he had hounds and horſes, lands, and rings, and gold! 


Hail, venal age ! aſſeſſing age ! how high 
Thy nobles foar, they go beyond the ſky; 
While eMuent ſtars in wide confuſion run, 
Stars without light, attend our durid Sun: 
Ne yield our lives that He may run his race, 
And keep his ſtars for ever in their place. 


Ill-fated country! ſuch the road thy ſons 
Take, to atchieve the perjury of thrones ; 

Ever immers'd in crimes, and war, and blood; 

Ever ſubverſive of the public good, 

Only themſelves their venal minds employ ; 
Mt ſhare the toil, they revel in the joy :— 
What active ſouls, by induſtry amaſs, 

Is ſquander'd in the brothel of an aſs. 


END OF MULTUM IN NULLO 


CURSORY OBSERVATIONS. 


A CONSTITUTION is good only in proportion as its operative faculties 
provoke and promote induſtry in the people, and ſtimulate and enhance a love 
of virtue in a ſovereign. Eſtabliſhing theſe poſitions as the grounds of an 
enquiry we may ſoon arrive at a diſtinct idea of the original intention of go- 
vernment and the primitive attribute of king. That there exiſt abundant 
proofs of the unalterable expediency of a repreſentative firſt magiſtrate, even 
in the infancy of the Roman Empire, no one has yet attempted to deny 
and Romulus (though not ſo deſignated) was the firſt King of : the firſt Ro- 
mans. Actions, not titles, intereſt and command the attention of the 
friends of truth. It was the magnanimity of Romulus which gained him 
the eſtcem, nay admiration, of his countrymen, as well as of ſucceed- 
ing ages. Nevertheleſs, there were culpable parts in that great man's life ; 
and ſo far as theſe afieRed the real intereſts of the Roman people, ſo far are 
we at liberty to attach adequate obloquy to his name. Fair dealing is the 
virtue of conſcious integrity. And whether our own George is p'caſed or 
diſpleaſed, as an independent individual I confider myſelf fiee to tack his 
faults (whatever their quality) to received public opinion, 


Many ſuppoſe him an inoffenſive, quiet man; but more, many more, 
avow that, as the father of a people, he is an unfeeling, unrelenting pa- 
rent. Gold, by which and in which his throne and dignity exiſt, is the 
profeſſed idol of his ſoul. He wants that magnificence of thought which 
Nebuchadnezzar poſſeſſed, but not his arrogance. The Babylonian erected 
a golden calf, which, to kim, repreſented Deity : Britons yoke the will of 
another ſpecies of calf; and which, to them, is the ſource of calamity, ruin, 
and diſgrace : preſerved in gold | 


Accumulating vice on vice, inſolence on inſolence, and impietie on im- 
pieties, the Eaſtern potentate ſoon experienced the vengeful wrath of Hea- 
yen. Seven years in ſociety (as it is ſaid) with brute, unambitious animals, 
his ſtupid idolatry was ſated with the foliage of the vernal ſun.——Query, 
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| to conſume more gold. 
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was the potatoes known in the reign of Nebuchadnezzir ?——But be this 
fact as it may, the Briton grew delirious to get more gold; the Baby lonian, 


Whether the calculations to obtain the ratio of the diurnal circle were the 
fame in the days of the great Babylon, as are now in uſe” to find the length 
of the day in our hemiſphere ; or whether, when found, it was proportion- 
ably long, is for theoriſts to aſcertain ! For my part, I can readily ſuppoſe 
King Nebuchadnezzar was moonſtruck for years; and that his phyſicians, 
dreading the ſpread of the diſtemper, thereupon recommended roots (per- 
haps till theo unknown in the Babylonian Materia Medica) by way of regi- 
men. Indeed his Highneſs, during a ſeven years mania, might have ſub- 
fiſted on roots only; and hence the ſcripture metaphor of his brute paſtur- 
age might have ariſen. Nor is the ſimile unjuſt ; becauſe man, diveſted of 
the proper exerciſe of his rational faculties, is in the loweſt link of the chain 
of human inferiority : wherein even the brutes themſelves excel him. -lt is 
reaſon, and it's unbiaſſed dominion, which renders man ſuperior to brutes 


Kings are ftrange ſorts of ware — ſurpaſſing odd 
Weep, ſing, or moan, they move eternally 

In one dry tract, until o'erfet by death, 

Or foul Ambition. Tas Pride, not juſt God, 
Deſtroy d the Eaſtern Prince; Pride, not juſt God, 
Unmann'd, and may yet wreck, the Britiſh King ! 


Than diſingenuouſneſs and diſſimulation, nothing more nautiates morality,/ 
Than ignorance and vanity, what more diſtains the annals of a Prince ? 
Trials of every kind have a direct tendency either to humble or dignify the 
mind of rational man. Kings, when attacked by any phyſical malady, grow 
impetuous, irreligivus, and inhuman. When addreſſed on the ſubject of 
impending or exiſting national embarraſſments, they become imperiously = 
ſullen. Urge the caſe with a hiſs in your mouth, or a brick-bat in your 
hand, they ſummon their gorgeous imps to deſtroy the already ſuffering and 
oppreſſed ſubject with fire and ſword. Recent events juſtify this obſerva- 
tion; and (though I would not attempt to vindicate the proceedings of the 
29th of October, 1795,) I am bold to ſay, that perſeverance in the preſent | 
ſyſtem will rouſe a ſpirit of Independence not to be repelled by Reaſon or 


Sword. 
— | Fr. 


A root of unparallelled efficacy in certain caſes. Dr. Willis knew this, 
and therefore preſcribed it ſome ſay with ſucceſs, to the King, in his illneſs. 
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It is a well authenticated fact, that the chimera called government has | 
contraſted with a certain City Corn-Factor of eminence for all the Wheat, 
&c. he may be able to purchaſe: the terms of which contract avowedly are, 
You, C. S. ſhall receive from US one Shilling ſterling per Buſhel, for every 
Buſhel of Corn, &c. you purchaſe this ſeaſon (Autumn, 95), to be deliver- 
ed at our granaries at the expence of the Public. Any profits which may 
ariſe from the joint ſtock thus conſolidated, to be divided among 
=— | the loſs to be ſuſtained by—the ſtarving People! 


IN CELO QUIS!! MORTAL!! MORTAL !! 


TWO PILGRIMS 
BEGGING BREAD OF THE KING. 


A PLAINTIVE TALE. 


Wurd hunger prey'd and ev'ry mouth cried— Food! 
Inveighing ſlaughters, maſſacres, and blood; 
Two well known ſtateſmen, laymen it is true, 
(This was when Majeſty was laſt at Kew) 
Touch'd with a party feeling, chang'd their dreſs, 
Took ſtaves, walk' d double, and aſſum'd diſtreſs, 
Aware that Majeſty muſt ride abroad, 
They ſat them down convenient in the road. 

H 
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The budding corn, the fields and flow'ry ſpray, 
Robins and linnets at. their morning play, 
Echo thro” glades and vallies, in the trees, 
On the rare ſurface of the fleeting breeze, 
Inſpiring joys—a thouſand charms around, 
The penſive pilgrims kiſs the happy ground. 


Beginning thus: —« Can all we feel and hear, 
This ſigh, this thr ob, this animating tear 
Was Nature and was Man for Monarchs made? 
For them do woodbincs quiver in this ſhade ? 
To charm their minds did linnets learn to ſing? 
Have Echoes ſtudied to obey the king ? 
Shall all be huſh—or rather, do Men own 
That facred Power centres in a Crown ?” 


« Surely,” replies the other, “ you forget 
The purpoſe for which Parliaments have met. 
Have you remark'd that reverenee and awe 
With which men treat the father of the law : 
How from all parts, from cities, towns, and ſhires, 
They ſend, exulting, all our liege requires ? 
Trees, fruits, and glibes, and birds—all you ſee, 
The Nation's glory, wealth, and liberty, 
For him exiſt !|—With your conſent or not, 
The King Jball ſhare twelve farthings to your groat !“ 


« Never before (the ſenior replied) 
Did man ſo well define a monarch's pride: 
He can command whate'er and who he will, 
Order his thouſands to deſtroy and kill ; 
Take 
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Take mine, and ev'ry houſewife in the land, 

And, when he pleaſes, caſt them on the Strand; 

Make Widows, Orphans, Bankrupts, Thieves, and Sots-— 
Subſiſt five thouſand ſubjects on mere Grotes ;* 

Diſpoſe of mortmains Hark ! the King comes on, 
Only attended by his royal ſon.” 


Twas now the wand'rers, ſkill'd in ev'ry art, 
Vers'd in the paſſions of the human heart, 
Devoutly roſe; and, melancholy flow, 

To meet their Sov'reign on their journey go. 


“God bleſs my liege! Amen!“ rejoined Ned; 
« Now tell me what you do- what is your trade?“ 
Obſerv'd the King.“ We beg! - How, how comes that? 
You look as fair, and ſeem as ſtrong and fat, 
As any groom I have!“ -“ Oh, Sire, we're poor!“ 
Poor!“ ſaith the King; & what means--who is that Poor? + 
Is he a Duke, a Gen'ral, Earl, or Knight? 
Can he ſtand fire, raiſe batt'ries, and fight? 
He may be a Biſhop !”''—< Ah, no;” ſaid they--- 
« But ſure your Majeſty will hear us pray.“ 
With all my heart,” ſaith George; © it coſts me nought; 
Nay, not the trouble of one holy thought.“ 


® There are even more than five thouſand people now in the different 
gaols of this kingdom, confined merely for debts they never can pay—the 
major part of them in execution. This latter deſcription of debtors 
receive 4d. each per day from the plaintiff, and this allowance has been 
denominated Grotes. | 


+ England! moſt potent Sire !--Engiand —yourſelf, your ſqulleſs 
ſe}f, the cauſe ! 


H 2 Thus 
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Thus then they pray“ Oh, Pow'r unknown to us, 
Who dwell'ſt immutive in the realms of bliſs, 
Charm our dear Sov'reign with a love of fame, 
That ſhall derive its ſplendor from thy name 
Incline his heart---th:ne ear, O Lord, incline 
To the devoted prayers of thy Swine ! 
Grant that the King (our royal god !) may find 
His whole protection in a noble mind; 
That his full granaries and gold in ſtore 
May flow benignant to relieve the poor; 
That thoſe who are without corn, milk, and oil, 
Who live in miſery, yet always toil, 
May ſhare the bleſſings of a board well ſpread--- 
Oh, good King George, we pray, do give us bread ! !” 


“ Bread!” cries the King; why ſure the men muſt know 
That all my corn is ſent to feed the foe. 
How forget my Hanoverian ſons ? 

'Tis their brave loyalty ſhall ſave my bones 
From cruel Engliſhmen ! Great God, can I 
Do better than from Britiſh Janizaries fly ? 
Impell'd to flight, will not my millions be 
Proof againſt malice, want, and miſery ? 

But if to babbling pigs, to grunting ſwine, 
To things like men my royal heart incline, 
All I have ſav'd, and all I may, ſhall not, 

In every thouſand guineas, leave a groat !+ 


+ It is well faid.—Even the fortune of his Majeſty, though 50 00 oo. 
wovld ſcarce pay 4d, per pound in the vaſt expence his family have coſt 
England! 3 | 


For 


BEGGING BREAD OF THE KING. 


For not the charity, but right, I dread--- 

I think on Charles, and I ſhake my head--- 
Pleas'd with the nad !” The Pilgrims here began 
Again to urge the gratitude of man, 


« To brutes ſuperior, of an angel caſt, 
Mindful of preſent while he views the paſt, 
That active zeal a noble deed inſpires, 
That dauntleſs energy that friendſhip fires, 
Ennobling contempt of the wiles of Fate; 
Brave, without envy ; affable, tho? great: 
Whate'er adorns, whate'er exalts a name, 
Man, if but generous, derives from Fame : 
If not, his honors, wealth, and pride, but are 
Sources of plethory, of grief and care. 
Mercy and love, with ſenſe and pride conjoin'd, 
Aptly adorn our Sov'reign's royal mind: 
Only ill counſel and the ſeeming friend, 
Thoſe who to perfidy with eaſe can bend, 
Elude your Majeſty : -they even try 
To make you, to defend them, tell a lie. 
Theſe, not true Britons, muſt your highneſs dread--. 
*T was boſom friends that ſever'd Charles's head ! 


« Thoſe now adminiſtring thy holy Will, 
Who ev'ry hated prophecy fulfil, g 
Who, from laud friends, are foes to human race, 
Ingrafting on our ruin thy diſgrace, 

Alone demand thy jealouſy: (How can 
Ignoble paſſions ſwerve an honeſt man?) 
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Why doubt our loyalty ?—Believe us, Sire, 
Thy ſubjects do thy family admire: 

That youth now near you holds in ev'ry breaſt 
A place of ſafety, and a bow'r of reſt, 

Think on thy Country !—on the hapleſs hind, 
Who caſts his mournful ſtory on the wind : 
The peaceful artiſt calmly tells his tale; 

A ruin'd Commerce goads the public weal. 

Let not mankind, let Britons not, proclaim 
Thee quite unworthy of the liſts of fame. 
Nought can thy life, thy children nought affect, 
Save the fell tyranny of one proud ſect: 
Theſe, only thoſe, thy gen'rous people fire, 
Thoſe, only thoſe, thy vengeful wrath require: 
Men who devote Great Britain and her ſons, 
b To urge the villainy of perjur'd thrones; 

vi Who, like ſage Joſeph“ of Egyptian fame, 

| Commit each vice in Pharaoh's awful name ; 
Amaſs the fruits, the minerals, and corn, 

And ſow diſtreſs for ages yet unborn :— 

Think on all this.” Here George made ſhort reply— 
« Were I to promiſe it I'd tell a lie! 


This Joſeph, famed in Bible hiſtory, was ſold, as every body knows, 
to two Pedlars of the Higher Egypt; by them to a captain of Pharaoh's 
gu-rd; by the captain impriſoned; in priſon grew a dream-dealer and 
prophet; was introduced to Pharaoh ; became his prime-minifter ; mo- 
nopolized the corn of Egypt; procured'a famine ; and when reduced to 
the loweft ſtage of human miſery, purchaſed the liberties of the Egyp- 
tians with the very fruits of their own induſtry; makes Pharaoh a deſ- 
pot !- Beware, O England! 


I cannot 
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BEGGING, BREAD OF THE KING. 


I cannot think ; the laws proclaim me Null! 
Thanks to my ſtars, and to the good John Bull. 
Be gone, you lazy, wand'ring, praying fools, 

Or theſe my horſe-ſhoes ſhall divide your ſkulls ! 
Be gone! To this the trembling Pilgrims cave 
Aſſent, having not only heads but brains to fave! 


FINIS. 


